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CHIEF KING: Today's date is December 


6th, 2001. The time is 1355 hours. This is 


Battalion Chief Steven King of the Safety 


Battalion of the Fire Department of the City 


of New York. I am conducting an interview 


with the following individual, Firefighter 


Thomas Smith from Engine 224. This 
interview is regarding events which occurred 
on September 11th, 2001. 


Q. Tom, you can start whenever you want. 


A. My story starts with, in the morning 


sitting having coffee at the firehouse tabl 
Somebody says, "Turn on Channel 1. A plane 


crashed into the Trade Center." The guys getting 


off the night tour, day tour, we had about seven 


to eight guys in the kitchen. The young guys 


were saying, "Look at that, look at that." 


So my first thought was somebody flew a 
small Cessna or some plane and flew into the 


tower. We were sitting there, and the guys were 


like, "Wow." I said, "You know what, we may go 


on that," because us being so close to the 


Battery Tunnel and we went there in '93 to the 


towers. 
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Two minutes later, tones go off, "224 


respond to Brooklyn Battery Tunnel at the staging 


area." The plane crashed at 8:48. We got that 
tone probably at about 5 to 9, 8:55. 

So now there were guys hanging over 
from the night tour, and it was like, all right, 
ba-ba-ba, things were going on. Who's jumping on 
the rig? Who's the day tour? Who's taking the 
ride? PS, we start responding towards the 


Battery Tunnel. 


el 


n route to the tunnel, making a left 


out of quarters on Hicks, a left on Joralemon and 


another left on Furman heading towards the 
Battery Tunnel, there's a wide open view at the 
foot of Atlantic Avenue that shows the Manhattan 


skyline. 
As I'm making the turn heading towards 


Columbia Street which leads into the tunnel, th 


proby on the right side of the rig yells out, 


"Another one hit the tower." I'm driving and I'm 


looking, I'm looking. I didn't see the crash, 


but I could s the flame, the orange. 


Now we get to the tunnel. Now, the 


whole time we're not even thinking when we're 
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responding that it was a terrorist thing. En 


route to the tunnel, the second plane hitting, we 


meet at the tunnel. We were there with about six 


other companies. We're staging and, hey, how you 


doing, how you do, what's going on. Do you see 
what's going on? What are we going to do, blah, 


blah, blah. 


With that they're trying to get 


Brooklyn-bound traffic out of the tunnel. It was 


chaotic at the toll plaza there. 224 and 210, we 


were on like a Rapelye Street, which is a side 


street leading into the tunnel. 101 was there 


already. Two or three other companies, this way, 


that way, at all different intersections leading 


into the toll plaza. Also we got word it had to 


be 9:08, 9:10 -- I'd say about 9:10, all right, 
let's go, respond to the towers. So we went 
through there, six or seven companies, I think it 
was; I'm not sure. If I see the ticket. 


So we proceeded to go through, and it 


wasn't a straight run. We went and we had to 


stop because they had Port Authority guys in the 


tunnel, whatever. They still had cars inside. 


So it was go and stop. Cars would come along, 
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go, stop, which is normally a two- to 


thr minute ride through the tunnel. It seemed 


like 20 minutes we were in that tunnel. 


QO. It was long? 
A. It was long, probably about ten 
minutes. 


If the second plane hit 9:06, we were 


at the staging area there probably about three 


minutes. So by the time we came out of the 


tunnel on the Manhattan side, it had to be 9:20, 
9:25. 


When we came out of the tunnel, I came 


out of the tunnel, went to West Street, made a 


right. There were rigs backed up, backed up. We 


proceeded up to the front of tower one where they 
had a lieutenant there. I don't have his name. 
The trucks were getting orders, and the engines 
were getting orders. 

The trucks were just -- they were 
saying everybody get as far left as you can 
because they want a passageway for rigs to get 


in. Me being an engine, my officer got orders 


from the lieutenant in the street, "Tell your 
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chauffeur get as far left as he can. There's 
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hydrants on West Street. Get a water supply. 
You're going to be relayed, you're going to 
feed," ba-ba-ba, the whole thing. 

So we went as far left as we can, and 
there were rigs coming in, coming in all 


different angles and guys just coming up the rig. 


So I pulled up to my hydrant. My members get 
off, and we test the hydrant. We stretch our 35 
foot yellow hose. We're hooked up to the 
hydrant. 


One of the brothers in my firehouse 
turned to me and said, "Smitty, do you see that 
puddle of trannie fluid?" I said -- 


If I can go back a little bit. When we 


came out of the tunnel when we were heading on 
West Street, there was all debris in the street: 
airplane debris, building debris, body debris. 


So as we were going heading towards to get our 


orders at the tower, we were serpentining around 


body parts, airplane parts, building material. 
It was just chaotic. 
So in the midst of me doing that, I 


hooked up to my hydrant, got my orders. My 


brother, one of the other firemen, noticed that I 
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punctured my trannie pan. We had a5 by 5 circle 


of pink trannie fluid in the street, and I'm 


saying to myself as the ECC that I'm going to be 
fed, I'm going to be supplying, my rig cannot 
break down. Plus I had my back to the tower. 

So I don't know what made me do it, but 
I repositioned my rig. I think it was Murray 
Street where all the rigs were when I got there. 
So there was an opening. I went a half a block, 
and there was a cross street. I think it was 
Murray. I turned my rig around, and faced the 
towers where I was looking at my pump panel and 
looking at the towers. 

So this whole thing took maybe seven to 


ten minutes. Here it is probably a quarter to 


10, 20 to 10. I'm trying to replay the time in 


my mind, but it's very foggy. It might be 2 
minutes; it might have been 12 minutes. But we 
did the maneuver with the rig. I don't know what 
made me do it, but personally I just said -- the 


guys helped me out, we repositioned, came back 
around, hooked back up. 
Me and another fireman proceeded to get 


our putty out that we putty for gas leaks and 
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everything on the highway. We took a piece of a 
chock. We chocked it up. The hole was probably 
a one by two hole. It was a nice gash. 
Obviously I ran over some airplane debris, 
propeller or whatever, a rough edge, blunt edge, 
gouged my pan. 

So anyway, we proceeded to plug it. It 


was a steady plug coming out. When we finished 


probably three to five minutes because th 
fluid was hot, so it was tough. We had to plug, 
step back, wipe off. We were getting it down our 


arms. PS, about five minutes we plugged it toa 


slow leak. 

Our guys, who had their rollups and 
everything ready to go in, I would say, 
approximate now, I would say probably quarter to 
10, 10 to 10, and our guys -- "Smitty, you okay? 
You all set?" "Yeah, I'm all set. I'm all 


hooked up. I'm all right." 


This whole time we're watching people 


from probably 95 to 105 come out of the first 


tower, just coming every three to five seconds. 


There's another one, there's another one. 


I'm taking deep breaths in the street. 
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I'm almost getting sick. All I had was a cup of 
coffee in me. I just couldn't believe what was 
going on. It was sickening. There were so many 
urgents and maydays and chaotic radio 
transmissions. 

Another person coming out, a couple 
holding hands coming out, splashing on the 
ground. I could see them coming down 


three-quarters of the way, but we couldn't see 


the splash. 


Our guys are all set. They start 


moving in. I'm standing there in a golf shirt 
and shorts. The tower comes down. My guys just 
rolled up in a ball, ran, rolled up ina ball. 


They were all donned up in gear. 


I, seeing this coming, ran and I had to 


jump over two parked cars. I ran two, three 


blocks, myself, EMS and other units that were 


still there in the street trying to get set. So 
I jumped over two parked cars. I ran two blocks. 


So two blocks after Murray, I'm not sure what 


street it is. But there were cars parked on the 


side, and I just bailed over these cars, rolled 
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up in a ball and just let the first cloud blow me 


over. 


So after I regrouped, I hacked up a 


little bit more, because I had all that stuff in 


my throat, my eyes. EMS guys came over to me and 
gave me rinse for the eyes. I was taking water. 
I was a little disoriented, but I was fine. 


q 


The only thing I wanted to know is how 


my guys were, because I knew they were ther 


But me being in non-detective gear, I just did 
the 400 yard dash down West Street. I was a 
little shaken up. 


So after I was tended to, eye rinse and 


washing out my throat, I proceeded to find my 


members, and we all embraced in the middle of 


West Street: Are you all right? Are you okay? 
Good, good. 


One of the guys that was off duty, he 


was with me when we ran. He didn't have a mask, 
so he stayed with me. He never came back to the 
pack. So I ran another block to see if he was 


all right, couldn't find him, met up with the 


guys again. Everybody okay? 


With that, guys that were on the outer 
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part of the collapse were coming out. I took out 
first aid stuff, put it on the back step of the 


rig. The rig was just whited out, glass taken 


out, just whited out everything, smoke, debris. 


I mean, just debris, dust. 


So we took our medical EMS stuff out, 


put it on the back step. There were guys on the 


outer part of the debris, guys coming out with 


glass hanging out of their forehead, guys 


couldn't see, their eyes were caked, they 


couldn't breathe because they had no breathing 


apparatus on, they got caught up in the ball. 


We were just tending to ourselves, 


making sure everybody was okay. What went on was 


just bullshit, uncontrollable, this is crazy. 


Okay, everybody's okay? You're regrouped. The 


officers, everybody all right, ba-ba. Let's make 


sure we know what we're doing here. "Smitty, are 
you okay?" "Yeah." 


I went to the rig. They proceeded to 


head towards the tower again. The second tower 
comes down. I still have no protection. I'm 
still whited out. The second tower, the cloud of 


debris was twice as big as the initial one. I 
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knew I did this dash before. I knew I ain't 
going to die in West Street this way. 


I knew there were brothers in there 


after the first one. I'm not even thinking about 


how I'm doing. I just know that there's 


casualties, not only civilians from jumping; I 


know there's 45 minutes of respond time worth of 
brothers in there. 


PS, the second tower comes down. Every 


man for himself. I did another 400 yard dash 
down. There were so many people coming out of 


the scene already, I couldn't get to where I went 


to the last time, so I ended up running towards 


Stuyvesant High School. There were peopl 
running in there, so I could see them from a 
distance. So that's why I made a straight line, 


made a left-angled turn, headed towards the 


outside lobby of Stuyvesant. 
As I was going there, the cloud was on 
the back of my head. I could feel it. I just 


lunged to the door. As I was lunging, a guy 


opened it up and I darted inside. They tended to 
me. 


I was not shaken up, not upset. I was 


T. SMITH 13 


out of sorts, out of sync. I didn't know what to 
anticipate was going on, what can we do. There 
was no radio transmission. I had an empty 


feeling in my stomach. 
Then I go back to see where my guys are 
again, because I'm fine. I knew my guys -- they 


had all their gear on. They weren't going to run 


as fast as I was. So we went back there and made 
sure everybody was okay. There was more crazy 
stuff in the street. There was bleeding 
civilians coming out. It was hysteria in the 


street. 


I went to my guys. Everything was 
okay. "Smitty, are you all right?" We're 
hugging, kissing, making sure we're all here. 

All of a sudden I hear on the radio transmission, 


"Okay, 224 start water." I'm saying I'm 224. My 


officer is right there. I said, "Lou. 


Anyway, to make a long story short, 


when I repositioned my rig, I was the only rig 


facing the towers. Everybody who was coming in 


from Brooklyn from the Battery Tunnel were facing 


going down West Street. I was facing the towers. 


So they obviously moved my rig, repositioned my 


rig from West and Murray to two, 


blocks up right on West 
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West, 
to 57 Engine, 84 Engine, feedi 
feeding 33 Engine, 


I went back to my rig it had 


minutes after th 


who was feeding the 


ng me. I 


second tower came dow 


pumped from about 11:00 a.m. 


that night. 


probably about 12:00, 


sure the guys were okay. 


until about 10:3 


They backed me off 


seven was in dead jeopardy, 


O, 11 


u 


and he 
Ios 


:00, qua 


ntil quart 
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two and a half 
on Vesey right up at 


and they started to relay from marine unit 


was 


manifold. 


to be five 


n, and I 


ter to 11 


My captain finally came on the scene 
took charge and made 
tayed with my rig 
rter to 11 at night. 
the rig because 


so they backed 


everybody off and moved us to the rear end of 
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Vesey str 


40 minutes 


becaus 


hour, 


f 


just stood there for a half 


seven was in imminent 


collapse and finally did come down. Then we 
proceeded to pump another six hours. 

I was told to go back to the firehouse, 
jump on the first bus out of there. Relaxed, 
because to my group -- I was on a mutual that day 
anyway. I was working for somebody. I wasn't 


even supposed to work. 


My group was due in 
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tomorrow morning at 0900. They wanted me here. 
So the captain picked a few guys, they 
had to stay. The guys that were here all this 
morning, whatever, you guys go home. So instead 
of staying in the firehouse, I told him I'm going 
to go home. 
In the midst of all this, I called my 


wife and let her know I was fine, called my 


mother and all the family, because it was a 


little -- I knew my wife would be a basket case, 
because she knows I was there in '93. My one son 
is up in college at Marist. He knew I was there 
in '93. He knows I'm five minutes away from the 


tunnel. They're watching it on TV. I wanted to 
make sure that everybody knew I was all right. 


My wife said, "I saw Tommy on TV." 


They saw me fleeing from the scene. So I went 
home that night. I was shaken up. I was fine on 
the way hom when we came back to the 


firehouse a little after 11:00, that was the 
first time I saw the actual footage on TV. We 
stayed there for an hour and a half, and we 
talked with the brothers. 


Then I proceeded to drive home. I was 
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fine. A block away from my house, knowing my 


wife and my 
I just lost 
three hours 


sleep, woke 


three other kids were waiting for me, 


it. I watched it on TV for another 


with my wife and kids and couldn't 


up about 7, was here by 8:00, and I 


went up there for the 12th and we did our part 


digging, dig 


ging, digging. 


We 
guys that we 
morning, the 


there -—- 118 


all came back, but 


unfortunately the 


met outside the Ba 
six or seven compa 


went over the Broo 


let me remember this. 101 was 


there. 279 


how many ext 


ttery Tunnel that 
nies that were 


klyn Bridge. So 


there. 226 was 


was there. 35, 38 guys, I don't know 


ras that were on each rig. 19 or 20 


of them didn't come back. 


T ' 


m just glad to be here. I don't know 


if it's a guilt complex thing, 


but I'll never 


forget. It was the most traumatic day in my 


life. I said it ten times in the street, I've 


got 18 anda 


three sons. 


said it ten 


"This is it. 


old, but I can't control it. 


half years on the job. I've got 


They all want to come on the job. I 


times in the street 


that day, I said, 


T'll fight fires until I'm 65 years 


This is bullshit." 
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But I was just concerned about guys 


that I knew that were unaccounted for. Then the 


twelve we met at 211. We went over there. I had 


to go on the bus. They had the list of the 
unaccounted members. That's just a tough nut to 
swallow. 

That's my take on that whole morning 


from 9:05 to 10:55. I was at the scene -- I was 


back there 0900 the next morning. We did 24 on, 


24 off. I went there in between a few tours. 
I'm just coming back, just took a 


vacation, just came back from my vacation. I 


came back and I had what they called the WTC 
cough. I've been coughing since. Some shit 
nights sleeping. I'm just happy to be here, 
Chief. 


QO. Thanks, Smitty. 


CHIEF KING: The time is 1615 hours, 


and this interview is complete. Thank you. 


